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her. With a gulp and a leap she butted a hot head
against my breast and I was only too glad to sweep her
off into the night-nursery.

After tea we played " musical chairs " and I saw with
concern that every time the music stopped the strongest
visitor lifted my baby into an already occupied chair.
This monotonous courtesy wound up a sorry afternoon,
and I felt sad to think that my first party had been such
a failure.

When I had finished undoing the tapes of Elizabeth's
cotton corsets at bath time I tried to explain to her what
a pity it had all been; but the departure of her guests
had put her in intoxicated spirits, and gliding off my
knee she began to jig about naked on the floor. I sat
silently watching her, feeling unequal to clouding the end
of an exhausting day. Over-excitement brought her
finally into my arms, and, after listening to a yawning
hymn, we scurried through the Lord's Prayer, and kissing
her many times I left the room.

On my way to bed I went into the night-nursery
and found my white cot in painful disarray; nothing
but the bars kept the blankets from the floor. A hot
little creature with matted curls was lying completely
naked on her back; and murmuring in sobbing sleep:

" My mother did take away all mv toys! . . .
All . . . All . . . ALL my toys!! " *"

Discouraged but persistent, at our next little gathering
I guided Elizabeth into a corner at the end of the nursery
and surrounding her with every toy she possessed,! took
the guests away by the hand, saying to them in a loud
voice:

" Now, darlings, I will read you a lovely story and
show you the pretty pictures/*

In pretending to find my place in the book my eyes
strayed furtively to the corner of the room. I observed
most of the bears manoeuvred into position and with a
fine gesture my baby was pressing the head of her Highland